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Riumph goed Chꝛiſtians and reiopce, 
{1k This wondzeusnewes to heare: 
-Wherein the power of mightix Joue, _ 
So greatly doth appeare. 
God is the tay and ſtrength of thoſe 
That in him puts his truſt: 
And what he euer pꝛomiſte them, 
De ka peth firme and tuff, | 
Let canons rore and Muskets ſhoote, 
Let Fife and Enſignes play: 
Let Trumpets ſhrill and dubbing drums, 
Sound forth this joyfull day. 


bo kns tos not how the Duke de Maine, 
beer: "imam. 
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All ioinde themſelues in battaile ray, 
Ahpon firme land in Fraunce, 
Entending to hane Caine the king, 
Pet had a wozſer chaunce. | 
Let canons rore and Muskets ſhoote &c, 


Wlh:reby the enemy was that time, 
Full thirtie thouſand Crong: 
The king bis power was but weake, 
To right his open wzong. | 

Ve had not paſt ten thouſand men, 
In his defence to fighte, 
Ahich was great ods as all men knowes, 
To put all theſe to 


Hate &. 


- 


Ar Ditt n the great victory, vvhich the French 
edagam the Duke de Maine, and the Romilh Revels in his kingzome, 
eing the fourth day of March laſt paſt. 15 90. 


In valiaunt ſoꝛte he cheerd his men, 
And louingly he (aide: 
Jod is with vs, our quarrels 
Be therefoze not diſmaide. 
Hy truſt is Cill that as the Lozd, 
Path me bcfoze defcnded; 
Do he will fighte againſt my foes, 
That haue my death pzetended, 
Let canons rore and Muskets ſhoete & c. 


Py quarrell doth pertaine to God, 
In whom J put my truſt: 

nd in the pꝛomiſe he hath made, 
J know he wil be 1uT, 

Be valiaunt now and fight like men, 
And God will bee pour gride: 

And J with you will ſpend my blood, 
And not once hep aſide, + 0 

Let canons rore and Muskets ſhoote &e, 


Tortter then the Xrinics wink, 
Thich made a wond2 us ſhoe; 
On ci der oe they four lt full fierce, 
Ech ſought the Sthers woe, 
The Cons roard and uszets ſhokke, 
Aid made a warkke noics: 
Ther Cromgets ſound and dubbing dꝛũs, 
Eatreaſte the (auldieretoies, 
Let canons rote and Muskets ſhoote &c. 


The Fike made warlike meladp, 
The cnſtznes were diſplated: 1 
On either toe they curredge cride, 
The king was not diſmaied. 
Bat like a Dou!dicur and a king, 
A ſtandard he did take? 
And llew the man that bare the ſame, 
Which made his enemies quake, 
Let canons rore and Muskets ſhoote & c. 


The Duke de Maine fo; all his power, 
orb ou — flie: [ 
es were better then his hands, 

Ve fought ſo valtianntly. 7 * 
Vis was ſtricken with ſuch feare, 
whereby the king win he fled, || 
His enemies were dilgraſte. SY 
Let canons rore and Muskets ſhoote &. 


Be and his power did follow them, 
Full fine howzes in the chaſe: 
From eight at moꝛne til toward night, 
Ve fought in the enemies face, 
This vicozy he did obtaine, 
Duch was his good ſucces, 
And many thouſand enimies laine, 
Repozt ſaieth ſure no les. | 
Let canons rore and Muskets ſhoote &. 


What fents and furniture fo2 warre, 
What treaſure and ie wels rich; 
Vereby the ting and ſoldiours got, 
You may uppole was miche. 
And pꝛiſoners taken of account, 
2e e Le e , 
to R 
I thinke will pay full deere. | 
Let canons rore and Mus kets ſhoote &c. 


Dee here the handpwozke of God, 
Ado — 2 | 


